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HE Devil take the Democrats, and all the Gallic knaves, fir, | 
Who under Freedom's ſpecious maſk, combine to make us /{ares, fir ;, 
They are a ſet of infidels, who God and Mean abuſe, fir, | 9 
And diſregard all property; becauſe they ve noug/4 to lofe, fic. a 1 


Fqu AL1Ty they ſtickle for, and preach up pleaſant things, fir, 
| | The Churches land, the rogues divide; and butcher Priefts and Kings, fir ; 
The wealthy man's a victim made, without a Judge or Jury, 

And he that is poſſels d of gold, muſt fall beneath their fury. 


How laughable it is to hear, the wild fanatics rant, ſir, 

And ſwear that if you will rebel, you ne er ſhall be in want, ſir; 
When all men know the Gallic knaves, are in a flarving ſtate, fir, 
And ſteer their ſhips for Brivſh ports, to rob us of our wheat, fir. 


Nine acres each of ſtolen land, to rebels are afſign'd, ſir, 

But when they have done cutting throats, employers prove unkind, fir ; 
They cannot ſpare one inch of ground, to cyrs ſo much bencath them: 
The cut-throats were all beggars found, and beggars till they leave them ; 


tn... 


And now the equalizing rogues, who tyrants could not bear, fir, 
Like Bloody Nero's wave the ſword, and make their vaſlals ſtare, fir ; 
Deluded fools now ſee, too late, the work they have bcen doing, 
And find delightful golden dreams, all terminate in ruin. 


Tom Paine was born a ſhabby dog. by trade a louſy tailor, 
P His gooſe and bodkin he forſook, and ran away from jail, fir; 
He left off ſlitching women's ſtays, and ſtateſman did commence, fir, 


He wrote to tickle ces gars, and call'd it“ CoxMox SENSE,” fir. 


The Devil pleas'd with what Tom wrote, engaged him as his c/erh, fir, 
And with 5 Tommy did cajole, and mutter in the dark, fir; 

To raiſe the tailor from his board, the devil form'd a plan, fir, | 

And bid the croſs-leg'd knave compoſe, his curſed © RicnTs of Max,“ fir, rt. 


Do in 2 fat him down, and ſcribbl'd all the night, fir, 
But was oblig d to pawn his ſhirt, to purchaſe candle-light, fic ; 
*Oppreſs'd with want, and pennyleſs, no wonder Tommy's pen, fir, 
Should recommend EQUAL1TY, and envy wealtky men, fir. 


He wrote ſo feelingly to knaves, whoſe pockets were quite empty, 

That proſelytes he ſoon obtain d, full nineteen out of twenty ; 
He found that wlamms were all ripe, to maſſacre the great, ſir, 

Like canntbals they drank their blood, and human fleſh they eat, f:: ' 


Philoſophers they dub themſelves, moſt learned men indeed, fir, 

But half the wiſe Republicans, can neither write or read, fir; 

And when they form their mighty plans, they are oblig'd to ſend, fir, 
To that meck ſaint of Birming the eaanibals faſt friend, fir. 


I wiſh all Doctors of his ſtamp, were ſeated in a cart, fir, 

And on ſome lofiy _ hung, who from the truth depart, fir ; 
Britannia then might live at eaſe, —_ ſweet peace of mind, fir, 
Tom Paine his dirty jobs would loſe, 


Ye Britons bluſh to be the dupes, of ſach a baſe-born traitor, . 

Replete with low-liv'd knaviſh tricks, and full of damn'd conceit, fir ; 
Tom Paine may like a monkey grin, but Tom ſhall not prevail, ſir, 

The Britiſh Lion ne er will run, from pricilouſe Tom the Iuilor. 


"May all the factious crew be flogg'd, with neitles and with thorns, ſir, 
And always doom'd to wooden and toes oppreſs'd with corns, fir ; : 
| Maygout torment their fleſh and bones, and be oblig'd to dance, fir, g 
O er rugged flints and pebble Rones, from Dover cliffs to France, fir. 


May ev'ry loyal Publican, that ſells a can of ale, fir, 
Ne'er draw a ſup for thoſe vile cyrg, that wiſh our Rights to ſteal, fir; 
And if they offer clubs to hold, like Prieſt's performing maſſes, 
Turn out the kuggermugger dogs, and kick the villains a. 


4 Now here goes up a loyal glaſs, to good Kin band good Laws, fir, 
Theſe are . bots. and bars, and Pk f, has keep us frem Rogues claus, fir, 
Were it not for good Government, we all muſt run away, fir, OBE 


Or fall beneath gains hands, ſome thouſands in a day, fir, 


Qur Trade and Commerce at a ſtand, our Skobs muſt all be (hut, fir, 

No money left but Paper. coin, we all muſt run in debt, ©; 

The Plough ſtand ftilf, che Shuttle leep, and Storking-frame be mute, fir, 
And nothing left but hood and wexnds, and hungry guts to boot, fir. 


God us grace to love the Ning, and pray for his life, fir, 3 
And frotn democratic tuoltet, his- children and his wife, fir; 3 2 
now my ſong ſhall end; Here goes to @hurch and Stare, ſir, 55 

bachat will not u k thejnalth, fhall have i; on his pate, ſ r.. 
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no employment find, ſit. 
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